










Sodom's Hot 


The scaffold of the earth was rheumatic and the sun in a flurescent of brass 
knuckles sat on the firescapes and the hardware of skylines across the city„ I 
sat on a vest pocket of the sunlight with a surgical breast in my hand4. search¬ 
ing the unredeemed sales pledge company for xvhat was left of her hairline 0 I saw 
her armpits and her mouth as she mumbled an irrelevancy about lust as I died of 
lockjaw in the greenery of her sensations e I felt like a drowning man, all nos¬ 
trils, as I tumbled fist-first into her hair. It was her warmth that she respon¬ 
ded to as we foamed over the bed with that spermaticide that she had fumbled 
with a moment ago vulnerable to the backlash of the mirror: its pinwheel of 
perpetuation foamed over her crotch, spilled over the other one, her last remem¬ 
bered lover, her first anniversary with, her not being able to, her breast with 
its bloody nose, her cockeyed cousin, her sister Irene in the other room, me, 
in the curd of her stall, her aunt Sybil who believed, her sybarite lipstick and 
the roof of the rubber goods factory* Jammed in the creamy garden, the game 
warden blinked under the ten most wanted cut-outs of our love making. It slipped 
by the picked yard^ the blueberry factory, the restuarant on the avenue before 
that, the oatmeal boulevard of queens and its gismo of buses, the unidentified 
motel in the morgue, the roulette of her hairdos as she plucked them from bazaars 
her lips pressed down by a macadam of mouths, my knee hunting in her skirt where 
I opened her too-moist panties, freaks of mist in their lace^ whitecaps of persp¬ 
iration, evaporating on her knee, There were dollar sized french vandals, cross* 
word puzzles and idiotic blues, some plied on with meatblocks, mustard dispensers 
mops and wrist watches. Out of the leaking twenty five cents I found there, 
flight bulbs and yo yos fluresced down the seltzer waterfall of her creamy shawl * 
I met her the evening before, in the smother-mother penthous ball, where divested 
of the ten-thousand-doliar-bill dress gown, she looked like most other silly 
women, but richer„ We made love that night, engraving stains on sheets and per¬ 
colating from hot spouts. Oh.,, unredeemed sales pledge company, I owe allegiance 
to you,., because this is the last you'll hear from me and your binoculars of 
farenheit, very snobbish, your telescope of centigrade and to those golden balls 
on alternating current, I was serving twenty years to life waiting for her, 
remembering the groggy vaudeville creations in her lavatory, and her tenement¬ 
sized yellow breasts under the lisping pizza sign in the musical drizzle of dusk 
on my bean* We took a room in the nightclub. Traffic Light, and took off our 
clothing to the rhythms of green and red, snatched her brassiere off a dangerous 
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curve, got down to half slip under slippery road, pulled down sheer stockings 
over traffic crossing, lifted bikini panty at caution pedestrians and finally 
got caught in traffic jam below the navel. She lifted the biscuit of her breast, 
the alcove of her hip, Gripping from pools of my cries. "Mother", he gags, as 
she spills her heels into his bed, "the party line is greener below the dial. 
Mother are you sure we*re alone? Why does that douche bag look at me that way? 
Mother are you sure there’s no one at the door?" Firecrackers burst into effer¬ 
vescence and huddle into triads, roman candles and flashlights of lilac drizzle 
down from the sky P 

How she arrived at these uncertain plans and connubial plots. I’ll never 
know. She said something about her husband sailing over used car lots, grazing 
on fenders and carburators...and I was to ring. If she answered saying, "Sorry, 
wrong number," then I knew that he was grazing, the coast was clear. But if she 
fumbled at the phone, I was to listen to her breath telling me a lullaby of new 
hazards, her voice sliding down hill into collapse, meaning: "I'm hot darling, 

I need you. Please come." I never went. On my way, I forgot her address and 
filled with self-envy at my complicity. I needled myself with thoughts of my 
own greatness...when suddenly, I swooped upon a beautiful filly, breathing 
an unkempt lawn from her sad eyes. After some innocuous spoofing, like she 
said, if I were the genius I believed myself to' be, how come Ferlinghetti did’nt 
write the coney island of the behind, and not kissing me she plastered me with 
my own henchmen. "The reality of the world" she said,"its vertiginous validity, 
its versimilitude to veracity depends upon its acting ability. Appearances 
are well rehearsed, undertalnty is God’s stage fright. I’m sure he’s a method 
actor. His one pretension is, man cares. Perhaps Hollywood is on his side, sub¬ 
sidized by his anxiety, money. He’s after top ratings, too...it helps him get a 
sense of his being wanted,," At that, god, wagging his tail in delight, fell, 
slightly larger than the moon, and a lot more ’unsightly, and hobbled away to the 
local zoo for a night’s lodging, leaving a trail of rheumatic filigree in the 
early morning where transients quickly labeled Its fools god. 

We too had to solve the problem of a place to sleep so we traveled 
through the dismal streets where venom-saturated drunks lay like ur *f na ls around 

the fringe of their sleep. We tried door after door, rooftop after rooftop, 
stood stairways on their ends, broke Into kitchen utensils, slugged it out with 
doorknobs, and finally hid in the shelter of a shadow in triplicate. 
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There was no starting her once started, under her dress there was a marionette of 
lusty dimensions and the punch and judy show opened on a scrotum of Venetian blond, 
She sobbed, "I need you, I couldn*t find the rest of myself without you, and now 
in the spotlight, we cannot perform without a stage.” We decided to do something 
desperate. We stalked into a furnished rooming house, locked ourselves in the bat 
room, flushed the toilet with one free hand, every three seconds, and with all 
available limbs, slushed about in the three inches of curtain we plied onto the 

floor to make our connubial bed. 

.Your green eyes rattle like fog inside of a radiator 

when that mouth, that crimson kettle 
puffs crazily at my lower parts. 

Did you kindle that humid noise. 

In my scrotum, I mean? 

Was it in your teeth yesterday that 
this geranium turned Its ghastly hue??? ^ ? ? ? ? ? 

She had prepared champagne for me. But as she prepared to fill the brassiere cup 
somewhat like a dipper in my groin, I spied a blonde floating under the window. 
Her buttocks made her hair faint gently over me. The window at once stood my 
glance on itThead. I was dazzled. I watched her thighs curdle knee deep in my 
laughter and I began slicing girdles into daisies and straight jackets into 
counterpanes for this lethal rendez-vous. It was she. I met her on the agenda of 
my apartment. She cut through my flesh with her scarf, and an odor of rank cnees: 
issued forth as she caved in under the pressure of my dead weight. "Ouch,” she 
cried, debris coming out of her tissue and her whereabouts increasingly venerea] 
"Ouch," again. "It serves you right,” I said, as I churned my blood with her ell 
She groaned. She groaned....? doom in a menstrual of mud, the flesh of the fiSPCi 
a crystal ball of mollasses, a phone booth in a B~26,a robin on fire, tie end 
of my handcuffs. She began to paint his room with her innard.Some snail-like 
colors in her hand bag spilled into his mouth. Later she testified that as he 
smashed into the marble thud, he began to bleed a composite slime very much Hk< 
lipstick onto her thighs. She murdered him instantly then, and finding him fast 
asleep, pushed him off his mistress. It was a long periscope in his shorts that 
told him where her pain was most crazed, and he could zero in with those blushi: 
firearms and rustle her wounds with bells. She was waiting for him after her fl 
flood in the sanitoriurn.She had one bone blue and one gold bone eye. I wanted 
her to make believe so I mumbled? "Mysterious orange lacquer, black limousines. 
Brilliantly blue mad-candle“burning moon/ Huge mad rug glowing flowers, warm 
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pink madness passing by," 

I began to grovel. She groaned,, Was it her I stabbed in the darkness which 
squirmed at my teeth? Was I coming to her rescue like a dentist under the cavity 
of her body? "Yours so beautiful here between my mouth," she said and she turned 
to me like an envelope waiting to be licked along its sticky edges. After our 
violent siege, we frothed a variety of interesting insecticides, and then succumbed. 
We went to the rooftop and watched pigeons walking their shadows. We decided to 
massacre the pedestriaifpwith a no parking sign. But in their slothful ambience 
they never seemed to notice their loss of life, for a thousand minoan miltowns 
stilled their bloodstreams and they recalled nothing of their underworld absolution 
and went merrily ambling towards the nearest simulacrum, the mirror, powdered the 
lack of gleam in their eye and went to unzipper their blusterings into the nearest 
bar. The pigeons continued their peppery punctuation of the pedestrians with a 
scornful lurch towards a distant gargoyle or a slipping balustrade. 

IN the grass covering the park, we stuck the sunlight between warm rocks, 
placed them in a veil above our bodies, and made love like roasting clams, the 
succulent grass dripped between our.-blistering peals and spread an illicit incense 
far over the bridal path. No one dared look at us, so we were unseen and heard 
'the east river in a drag race with a tramp steamer, familiar languages of the far 
east cheering the enigmatic race towards an oily doom in the fu manchu pastures 
of mesopotamia. 

Sitting at the bar, pouring myself from beer bottle to glass, watching 
the hour handles manhandle the flight of wine, I saw her again, this time with 
a black urchin covered with blue gauze. Every now and then she lifted a vizor in 
the blob and poured a shout of livid breasts into his eye*4she saw me and turned 
with a sneer; "I never repeat myself," she said," "especially twice. 89 and she 
left the room, her buttocks swirling in her strange thighs, a dense windstorm 
Into which I was never tossed. 

Later I watched her remove her shirt and bare her pulpy nozzles to the 
scorching earth. I managed to get a hand lock on her nipple and turning it like 
a faucet drank the dripping moan under the pressure of her head. We slept. We slept 
I dreamed I was sitting with three or four women. The conversation lagged. The 
superman, I said, is the supernal human, the only human. Nature endowed man with 
an erection, if it fails to rise, leap to the exteme zenith of itself, if it does 
not give to the last drop of its pestilence, to the steam bath female, to the lopa 
de vega visions of a maidenhead on fire; when suddenly and without warning. 
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I grew myself into an immense erection. It filled the ovaries of my foot, the 
expanding universe rushing past, the soap opera of my mescaline manhood... where 
It flushed the toilet* wallpapered the cartwheels of miasma, the pater nostra, the 
grand central station on its side* the tombs tumbling uphill, my rent receipts in 


a yellow raincoat and syphlllitic missionaries left holding the bag,... when 
suddenly three of the females fused in a trinity of autonomous wierdness. The 
scandal of three in the bed of Lady Upper Brackish Lip, her female chauffeur, 
and Modest Melissa was pale in comparison for their frenzied flesh divided into 
erotic zones like a checkerboard. They did not merge into one intoxication, one 
roguish zone. “At twenty to two, try the sledge hammer, James,And, “At two 
thirty the whip.” But the godhead in the telephone cord is slightly darker than 
the cold blood of the lower thigh thouroughbreads......Nov; the one was more 

beautiful, more distinct, more desirous and more present than either one had 
been before.1 pressed against the three in one, the tidal level swayed, flowed 
over the flesh, dreaming a dreamless ambience. My wife watched, caught in the 
vast fishnet of their tongues sigh. Somewhere the dream exploded into a golden 


imprint beyond my sheet and pillow, an imprint bleaching everything, the incred¬ 
ulous heirlooms suspended from the sky, and my wife, still watching on the paling 
of a lantern, a vast imprint, asking, "Is everything all right. Monsieur?” 

A woman walked with sighs padded by strange silks. Was she a churlish 
guzzler, rinsed with cigar blisters* and snores louder than belches? I scan for 
clues and read none. Upon the softstone of her heart, who has pressed his mouth, 
to watch her eyes roll and frofcht and fall upon her trellised wallpaper, colliding 
with the traffic of cockroaches and scalding motes? 

The night was half set, a tombstone crunched into small chinks, a death 
in which every one participated, a moment of women and bingo and pimpled closets. 

I set the fuse off under my raincoat, no one would know the difference in the 
bituminous darkness. In my inept monomania I kissed her long green hair through 
the smoking silk of her approach. In her apartment she had one book, one mirror, 
one shadow. Her candle was a verdant priapus splashing its entrails on the ebony 
wallso In my flight of erogenous fulcrums and flannel testicles I fucked her 
in her bed of stormy cornflowers. Her thighs kept on mumbling: “later, later, 

I hardly know you well enough even to say later.” By and by later came, after 
hamburgers and green Unament, and her chest in its tatterdemalion torpor, wheezed: 

later, later®«,..Xafeer..o. .©.*.1 a t e r r. ® ©. 

In my home made darkness I delved upon the composite big brother god invented by 
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human washbasins. A god that doesn't succumb, as I so generously do, to the night— 
engale darkness of nymphets sStould-^have his hot paws plastered to his chamber pot. 
In his salvation army perspiration, could he ever hear the carnal screams above 
the Sahara of sexs mftdarkling, my pestilence, my golem, my disaster, my chartered 
cesspool, my foam-free chap stick, my residential middle income housing proble, my 
mentally defective panther, my python of licorice, my cocktail of dacron, my mohair 
mandarin, my god, my god..,. 

All my dreams have similar dooms. A music box. repeating my name, A loud 
speaker wailing backwards everywhere. The toilet bowl rings revealing my age. Some¬ 
one pouring eureka in the room. Two women in heat slobbering in the passageway. An 
atomic reactor without a shadow. Something smashing me, A vericose shout splits the 
night, deafens the vietrola.My brain spins like a disk into my pocket. It is a 
sticky mess like oatmeal. They have come to fetch me for touching the untouchable. 
They get at me with rubber hoses. I am beaten senseless. They are feeding the mess 
to me now. Be good, they say, eat the dressing from the big test tube, they say. 

It *s my mother's nail polish on my nostril now, A little burning castor oil in my 
eyes. Eat this toasted book, they say, mince meat hast of tablecloths now. Be a 
good boy now ©r you one the pavement. Xt 8 s seventeen years before any- 

one—f-itida* me-. • ey-:ey@balls are clay. Some thing like foul jejLXo. 

ruffled in my pocket when they picked me up. My brain, I gurgle, don't forget that, 
I splurt. % mother came galloping with a spitton for me. Now there, she says, 

I knew you’d come home to mother, after all these years... just move over to the 
right a bit so I can snap this girdle over your mouth a wee bit, you always had 
a nasty habit of breathing at the wrong time., there now, aren't you the cutest 
apparition, aren't you just really happily dead? 

E. you dog, I miss you and most of all when I'm not with another girl. 
Am I becoming obsessed? I hope so. I want to experience things from the bottom as 
well as the bottom.Hah. Really,! don't know what to do. to you? I walk through 
the thunderstorms, purple lightning like short-lived flowers blossom. I see her 
reflected on the mauve sea, her flesh a spoke of burns. The lightning turns her 
on. She is all sweat. She pours over me In a sinister ketchup. How cute, I say. 

How cute.Cute, she moans, you don't love me. I'm not cute and you know it. She 
spills up her telephone. I hold them In my hand. "Hello , 81 it croaks, "information 
on the solar plexus, please . 88 Her tablecloth Is blistering, her eyebaxls are 
stubbing their toes. My abdomen Is swaying like ohe Mississippi . She claws me 
with her wristwateh. Wj lips roast and crumble. She has really done me in. 
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My "body peeks like tar paper.Sh© lights a match * i'oot t i am a i©w twitching a&hes 
in her sputum. She crumbles me into her purse, over the oricige I go* down su*v/j.cie 
plunge. I splash onto the bottom, a swarm of corpses in the side room. Even tney 
can’t stand me.They are democratic. They take a vote. x*m expelled,, They 5 - ,ar and 
feather what’s left of me. They roar through snotty noses. They call me pimp and 
panderer.Their tomblike eyes cry, capitalist, scoundrel, imperialist, warmonger, 
rexstj their fascinating cavities clasp one word finally. Cute.Cute, they shout, 
he’s so cute, what a cute skull, what a cute hull, cute, the chorus drones,cute, 
cutft CUTE.*...! grappled with a room-sized rib.She was flickering a semaphore 
against my funny bone« Her mouth rinsed in cool lemonades searched my maidennead 
for its teethmarks.A little pressure on my nerve center, and I was limp. A rasp¬ 
berry and rum in my mouth, now. X was being rescued, but. 'WHi * 

X walked into her room, beer cans spilled a gloomy hepatits on our 
shadows. X wish she said | that I could reach the meditation of my incision. My 
breasts rear over my bandages and my wounds snuff me out. My gratifications 
nursing their irreverences will sooner or later taice a decisive step and DreaK 
my neck.My lover calls me by my right name. Dirty Hands, he mumbles, are you my 
mother? look at the blood spots on my tongue, watch me vomit on the couch, can’t 
you give mg up? "Here," she chortles, "hold, my meat grinder in place. Today we’re 
eating cbopjped fenders a la mode and hare lip on the griddle. 

X was never able to please her. She had a problem. She wanted me to love 
in her parts. Honestly, I tried. We started out with her eyes. Today, I said, thei: 
toadstools. For that X received an enormous hug. Man eating mushrooms, more Car¬ 
esses. They’re black. X said,except for their color, kisses now. ihey remind me o. 
dirt,I squealed^ boundless affection rushed past. They’re the color of athlete’s 
feet, of bloody rabbits, of s3op>, more love. Your body has been pilfered by 
carrion and flame throwers, her body shook through silhouettes of flame. She 
offered me tunnels of radiance to explore, gravel and mineral oeds unclassified 
as yet. By the afternoon,we had stalked each other to a last sbano. x uur^ica tdy 
warhead,she her dipsomania. I began a dialogue with myself .Females, I said, were 
evaporating into synthetic males. And men are becoming disembodied arones preying 
upon their own phallus. X have finally discovered the solution to the female prob¬ 
lem. All females, X said, should be incacerated in artists-in-residence lofts wher 
their concentrated inhumanity to one another would invent horrors worthy of de sad 
The last survivors would then become the amorax sybarites, the swinging hermaph¬ 
rodites, that every man dreams of in his surreal slave trading sensuality. Once 
more man and woman could retreat to Mount Olympus and create the final .'uythomania 
of a thousand sheer thrills and irreverences for civiliztions to come. 





















